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EPI SFLE I. 


| OW harmleſs is the bard, who in his muſe 


Supremely bleſt, can ſcenes of pomp refule : 
« Enjoys his garden and his book 1n quiet, 
And then-a perfect hermit in his diet. 


Ver none my friend, could'ſt thou have found fo fit 


I' improve thy reliſh for the charms of wit, 
A 2 From 
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From early prejudice to clear thy mind, 


Direct thy ſtudies, give a taſte refin'd, 

« Form thy ſoft boſom with the gentleſt art 

„ And pour each human virtue in thy heart: 
To ſow thoſe ſeeds which ſhall in time produce 
Fruits of moſt real and extenſive ule; 

Teach thee how beſt thy talents to employ 
And every moment of thy life eng. 


Now then, my friend, together let us riſe 
View awful virtue with tranſported eyes 
And brand the ſhameleſs front that bows to vice, 
Which muſt as Swift obſerves, if e'er abaſht, 
be cither ridical'd or keenly hint; 
Nor can expect to Tape ſevere rebuke, 
Tho' it's fond owner be an earl or duke; 


Vice in no rank the muſe refolv'd to ſpare, 


“ Bares the mean heart that lurks beneath a ſtar, 


Let 
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Let grov'ling ſouls preſume that birth or place, 
Yield a proud peer, truth, honour, goodneſs, grace : 
| From a fair ſearch, lord Arthur, can'ſt thou find 


Any ſuch lodger in thy noble mind ? 


Le the Satyric Muſe with boldneſs rife, 
Strip black oppreſſion of it's gay diſguiſe, 
Strike bloated pride and foul diſhonour dead x 
And plant deſerved wreaths on virtue's head. 
High ſhall ſhe gibbet the deteſted name 
Of that unfeeling wretch that's dead to ſhame. 


Ir I'm not injured, yet I bear a mind 
Averſe to vice, and feel for all mankind : 1 
Is none allow'd to blame a faithleſs ſpoule ? 
Without a ſtaring reaſon on his brows ? 
Yes, gen'rous Satyr with indignant eye, 


At vice and folly makes her thunders fly ; 
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Her light'nings flaſh, her flaming bolts are hurl'd 
On all the worthleſs in a guilty world. 
Still ſhe's the friend of man, the wiſe muſt own ; 
From love of virtue ſprings her awful frown, 
With true good-nature, drives the whirling ſtorm 


And her kind motive only to reform. 


For this ſhe holds the mirror to the fool, 


For this to vice annexes ridicule ; 

Till vice and folly feel the ſmarting wound, 
Sure to be laught at whereſoe'er they'er found : 
The worſt of men ne'er yet unmov'd has borne 


The pointed finger of the hand of Scorn. 


Ver there are men, yea lords, to whom the muſe 
Will not a moſt deſerved praiſe refuſe. 
Oh could | thou, Lirroxp, to all lords impart 
The melting goodneſs of thy bounteous heart. 


Clan- 
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Clanbrafil's ſoul is fill'd with all that's good, 


With every virtue under heav'n endu d. 


Thee generous Antrim, loud applauſes hail 
And diſtant ages ſhall reſume the tale 

Of thy domeſtic virtues, bleſt at home 

And bleſſing others, never didſt thou roam. 
Oh how unlike that ſhort-neckt thing of ſilk, 
That meer whipt ſyllabub of aſſes milk, 

Yet glares at once, as lady Betty's tool, 

A knave, whom nature only meant a fool: 
Strutting and ſwelling with ſuperior air, 
When ſome vile corporation choſe him mayor. 
See the vain wretch, Hominations claim; 
Ignoble triumph o'er the poor and lame : 
With numerous lights to gratulate his ſway 
Thè' obſequious Crumacs led th' illuſtrious way, 
Whoſe gentle boſoms can ſuch ſoftneſs ſhare 
They'd ſcreen a villain, even a Talbot ſpare ; 


Nor 
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Nor in their paper, leſt they give offence, TE 


Deign to admit a ſingle line of fenſe : 


Yet is their News for general ſervice fit, 


For ſome folks read, 'tis true, but all folks 
Wirn nought of human but the make and ſnhape; 

Leſs human genius than God gives an ape; 

With annual thouſands, like a Chartres mean, 

The very offals of the poor can glean, 

Whate'er a villain dictates only ſpeaks, 

And as the villain prompts, the puppet ſqueaks, 

Yet with rapacious heart can grind and ſqueeze, 

Mindleſs of honour and all promiſes, 

Dead to all feelings, loſt to ſenſe of ſhame, 

Stranger to virtue and. to honeſt fame; 


Shall ſuch a character neglected, be 


Becauſe a lord and ſcape due infamy? 


Well 
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| Well does my friend with juſt reſentment glow, 
Give the Satyric Muſe to deal the blow. 

Be her juſt vengeance on the miſcreant hurl'd, 
And let her laſh him howling thro' the world. 
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OW, now, my Letts, aid the Muſe that ſings, 
Borne up aloft on Pegaſean wings; | 


Rapid ſhe flies along in aery wheels, 
While ſcatter'd fools drop trembling from her heels. 
See the mock patriots from-her terrors fly, 
Ev'n hoary Lucas dreads her piercing eye: 
He, who traduc'd the moſt illuſtrious names, 
Now gives his lying journals. to the flames. 
B Blaſpheming 
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Blaſpheming WIL xEs with horror ſeems to ſtart, 


And feels the ſtings of a corrupted heart. 


With pitying eyes, ſhe views the mad ning throng, 
Eas'ly miſled, and ever prone to wrong: 
Never was maxim more abſurd and odd, 


That people's voices are the voice of God. 
Twas by their voice the beſt of beings fell, 


T heir voice juſt Ariſtides did expel. 

In Britain once, the people's voice decreed 
Death to each ſinner that could write and read. 
Is it the ſame at London or Peru; 

Why not at Pekin, Fez, and Smyrna too? 
Then let the Hottentots their faith record, 

Be Mah'met, Fo, and Monkey tooth ador'd. 


Bur you, my friend, who juſtly can deſpiſe 
'The many-headed monſter's ſober lies, 


- 
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Know fools ſpawn folly, and were millions join'd, 


They'd yield no produce of a different kind. 
No ſkill in politics from Bur expect, 
From Charhau, to his ſov'reign due reſpect; 


From Gaar rox open plaineſs, or from NoxTys 
The leaſt regard to men of real worth: 
So in MacarTwey, ſome have ſought with pain 


To find a blemiſh, but they ſought in vain: 


Ir you ſhould ſearch the ſpacious earth around, 
No perfect man, you tell me, can be found: 
There's but one perfect good, you ſay, tis true; 


But Satan, in his way, is perfect too. 
Now then, my LI Ius, on th' infernal plan 
Survey the pourtrait of one perfect man. 


With every hell-born, full-grown vice polleſt, 
Nor ſpark of virtue in his gloomy breaſt; 
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Impenetrable 
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Impenetrable maſs to all that's good 
With none but filthy odious arts endued, 
Who, with the Emp'ror, wiſhes all mankind 
Had but one neck to all their bodies join'd, 
Then would this wight, to ev'ry man a foe, 
The race extirpate with a furigle blow. 


In the whole round of crimes be's quite * 
In his fell heart all fins and follies meet; 

Vet this machine, to point and guide the whole 
To the worſt ends, has one informing ſoul. 
You aſk his name, the nàme ſhall ever laſt; 
"Tis whiſtled down from Wexford to Belfaſt: 
Derry and Donnegal reſound the ſame, 
And Talsor, Tartor's damn d to endleſs fame, 


A extcious mummy can the Muſe prepare, 
From rogues that ſtink alive and taint the air. 


So 
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So have I ſeen a black and worthleſs daw, 
Strung up aloft in air, and ſtuft with ſtraw, 


Shew us which way's the wind; and what 1s more, 
Preſerve the corn which he deſtroy'd before, 
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USTLY, my Lertivs, the Satyric Muſe 
Folly and vice in their own colors ſhews, 
Paints in the ſtrongeſt light each horcid ſcene; 2— 821 
Naked we view and loath their ſqualid mein. 
So ſkilful ſeamen when they quit the ſtrand, 
Mark the ſunk rock and every riſing ſand: !:! 
So Scotland's city, thro” thy yellow ſtreet 


The wary walker treads with cautious feet, 
e 
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Nor on the ordure are his eyes eniploy'd 


For other purpoſe, than the filth t'avgid. 


WiLT thou, my friend, the dire effects behold 
Of pamper'd vice and ſordid luſt of gold; 
Patient attend the dreary ſad detail 
Of bluſhing devils and a trembling hell: 

"Tis from men's deeds their characters we draw, 
Then take the picture of this man of law. 


From Albion's ifle, which hideous manſers bore, _ 


Far worſe than ever howFd on Afric's ſhore. Ja, 2 


He comes, A TaLzoT comes; ye fiends, with care 


On footy wings, the precious hurthen bear: 
A compound form'd of impudenee and lies, 
Heeds not the vengeance of incenſed. ſlies. 


He takes the lead and drives with logſen d rem, 


Wich front Talbotian and Talbotian brain. 


When 
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When to his maſter injur'd men apply'd, 
Repair to Tatzor, TaioT is my guide, 
Was all he ſaid: Reminded of his word, 
(The faithleſs promiſe of a booby lord) 
My word—then ſtaring grins with' wild grimace, 
And filent looks broad nonſenſe in his face. 


To TaLizoT now the tenants all repair, 
With ſanguine hope ſoon chang'd to ſad deſpair; 
Him as a friend they hoſpitably greet, 

To keep him ſuch, with coftly viands treat: 


"Tis well; he cries, they're rich, tis juſt that they 


Who live like princes, ſhould like princes pay. 

Grateful return for all the kindneſs ſhewn, 

By thoſe whoſe wealth was ſeeming wealth alone. 

He to whom 1deots were the chiefeſt prize, 

Now boaſts a triumph o'er the goed and wiſe. 
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But 
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But e' er his actions we record in ſong, 
Survey thoſe ſycophants, that cringing throng, 
Who curry favour, and to ſooth his pride, 
Sport in his ſmiles and flutter at his ide. 3 
Ply, fierce Megara, ply the dreaded whip, 
Till the falſe varlets wriggle, howl, and ſkip. 


THromas can chatter, fawn, and ſmile, and friſk; 
Where is the monkey that is half fo briſk? ? 
Wapptr, whoſe ſavage ſoul thro' hide of buff 
Scarcely can glimmer like a dying ſnuff. 
Grorce, who, with double face and double tongue, 
A motley mixture ſeems of right and wrong. 
The ſervile STEwaarT aids the fiend to rob, 
Convenient tool for every dirty job. | 
Alas! the Clergy too! my Muſe forbear, 
Nor be on proſtituted gowns ſevere. 
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There's game enough for thee--(trot prieſts to heav'n) 
Seize on that genuine ſon of Dullneſs, STEr ne. 
Roßrxr and Johx, who wallowing in their ſtore, 

See their own children ſtarving at their door. 

Let each go buy a rope, that folks may tell 

They have at laſt beſtow'd one penny well. 


Non vice nor virtue's child, nor wiſe, nor fool, 
Tho' independant, yet a willing tool, 
Whole taſte the groſſeſt affectation ſuits, 
With wig enormous and eternal boots, 
Beotus ſtalks with ill-matcht legs, and bows 
With awful ſhrug, fixt eye and pucker'd brows; 
Such arts of face th' unwary may beguile, 
Make the fool ſtare and man of ſenſe to ſmile : 
Of ſenſe and nonſenſe ſhall ſuch medley paſs ? 
Strange compoſition, neither horſe nor als. 
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Pity that nature's fixt unbroken rule: 
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Might not for once relax reſpecting mules, 
Then would the genial labors of this ſage 
With little Eſculapians bleſs the age. 


Turk are, my LEL1ivs, without wit or taſte, 
Who prize deſcription, while ſenſe runs to waſte, 
And think in lines tho' void of art or force, 

If they well jingle, muſic flows of courſe: 
But you who mark a poem's grand outlines, 
If well fill d up and juſt the picture ſhines, 

A full and perfect piece, tho' writ with eaſe, 
Sound muſt with Sterling ſenſe unite to pleaſe, 


Whence the gay ſtreams of bright ideas flow, 
Strike in the ſketch, or in the painting glow. 
Faults in the bard thy piercing eye may ſcan, 
| Who draws the pourtrait of a perfect man. 
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Compleatly. virtuous if no mortal riſe, 

Yet is my hero quite complete in vice : 

On TarzorT's conduct means the muſe to dwell, 
All markt in characters as black as hell. 

Av'rice with meaneſs moſt ignoble join'd 


Bare a foul heart and vile corrupted mind. 
Nor conſcience, honour, truth, or juſtice move 


The poor to pity, or deſert approve. 


In every houſe for which he grants a leaſe, 
Far over-values all th' advantages 
Of ſituation, or of late repairs ; 
Tho' the expence himſelf each tenant bears: 
Whate'er his own conveniency to ſuit, 
For uſe or — he has laid out; 
So much the better is the houſe, he cries, 
All you've expended is his lordſhip's prize: 
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So much the more they pay for what's their own, 


In vain remonſtrance and in vain their moan. 


To thoſe who in the town are forc'd to live 


No ſingle houſe on eaſter terms he'll give; 
Every advantage takes: they muſt ſubmit, 
Or friends and trades and all connex1ons quit. 
He knows how circumſtanc'd, he knows their need, 
And turns againſt them all the ſenſe they plead : 
Senſe in his foul no longer is the ſame ; 


So food digeſted bears a different name. 


Tos who from former promiſe of his lord 
(Which numbers heard, atteſt and ſtill record, 


On the ſame terms their leaſes to renew) 


Ventur'd to build and then demand their due; 


Aghaſt! they helpleſs ſtand, deceiv'd, forlorn, 
Broke are all promiſes, all contracts torn: 
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Written engagements offer'd to his eye, 
Snatch'd from the hand, in fritter'd pieces fly, 
Unaw'd by fear of ſhame, by guilt unmov'd, 
As thou, unhappy Ferxcusow, haſt prov'd. 
His deeds ungenerous, paltry ſhifts to tell, 
Would make this letter into' volumes ſwell. 
All that is bad or baſe at once combin'd 


To ſqueeze and plunder only fill his mind. 


JesTr.y much injur d Georcr, did'it thou with zeal 
And ardent aſpect to his lord appeal: 
Thou to whoſe father this devoted town 
Doth all it's wealth and all it's grandeur own ; 
Which to improve with wond'rous ſkill and care, 
He toil'd in thought, nor ſums immenſe did ſpare * 
With mind capacious this poor ſpot did view 


Cover'd with ſorry cots, and thoſe but few, 


Which 
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Which foaming waters threaten'd to confound, 
Sweep to the ſeas, or whelm in boggy ground: 
Pitying he ſaw, with mighty art reſtrain'd 

The raging waves, the ſwampy marſhes drain'd ; 
Then to old ocean's fury ſets a bound, 

Rears goodly ſtructures on n ſolid ground: 
Nor ſtops he here, but draws the ſtream of trade 
In a full current tow'rds the town he made ; 
Hence to his lord this vaſt increaſe is found, 

An annnal tribute of two thouſand pound. | 
Had not this ſcheme his mighty mind employ'd, 
His ſon had twice this annual ſum enjoy'd : 

Yet did he leave this fon but ill at eaſe, 

Heir only of ten thouſand promiſes. 


He who in promiſes of lords can truſt, 


Builds on a cataract, or may feed on duſt. 


Tuirs 
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Tuis very quay that form'd the riſing town, 
The father's pride, is raviſht from the ſon : 
This quay, from whence ſuch wealthy commerce ſprings, 
Giv'n to a flutt ring bug with gilded wings, 
One that his lord can ſcratch and fawning bleſs, 
Roll in his vortex and his power confeſs. 
While honeſt Geor ce this grateful lord, forlorn 


Behold and treats with inſolence and ſcorn. 


You tremble, LxLius, with indignant eye 


Where can the ſtores of choſen vengeance lie ? 


THarese, TailBor, are thy feats, and ſhall the muſe 
Her pointed darts of wrath neglect to uſe ? 


No, let her wield the ſcourge without controul, 


With fierceſt laſhes ſting thy guilty ſoul, 
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Till wrung with pangs and feſt'ring ſores you lie, 


Wiſhing that tortur'd ſoul itſelf might die. 
But if thy groſs and tainted mind can feel, 
"Tis not impalement, fire, or racking wheel, 


Nor any ſuft'rings mortals can inflict, 


Will like review of thine own deeds afflict; 
Theſe then the Muſe ſhall glare before thy view, 


Wring thy foul heart and ſtorm thy conſcience too. 
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The joys we've taſted in thy rural ſeat: 
How oft in pleaſing taſks we ſpent the day, 
While joyous ſuns roll'd unperceiv'd away. 
Abſent from thee, thy fav'rite Muſe I woo; 
She can be Sportive and Satyric too. 

And as her zeal intenſe for virtue glows, 
Deals a redoubled wrath on virtue's foes. 

No wonder Talzor all her fury claims, 

With heated ſcorn and mingled hate ſhe flames: 
Raiſes a whirlwind to diſperſe the chaft; 

His crimes too horrid for her wonted laugh. 


Set the black fiend; half malice and half whim, 


Fooliſh in ſpite, ridiculouſly grim. 


EALTH to my Letivs. I can neer forget 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe who refus'd to truckle at his heel, 
By every means, ſome filly vengeance feel: 
All that his coward heart can e'er invent, 
Sourly enforc'd their quiet to prevent; 
With meaneſt arts, Rill ftriving to annoy 
And to diſturb that peace he can't deſtroy. 


So PRrrxx, who beheld with careleſs eye, 
Or manly ſcorn this imp of infamy, 
Is doom'd an object of his venom'd ſpite, 
Who boaſts in trampling on another's right. 
Before his gates a lofty wall he'll rear, 

To render uſeleſs all his buildings there; 
So groſs his ign'rance, ſwears this goodly feat 
His lord has power to act. in every ſtreet: 


Taunted with ſcoffs, he longs th' affair to huſh; 


His lord (Oh miracle!) for once did bluſh. 


Oppos'd 
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Oppos'd with ſpirit, all his projects die: 
Reſiſt the devil, well 'tis known, he'll fly. 
Thus when the well diſpos'd with care contrive 
Means for the helpleſs poor in eaſe to live; 
RozerT with noble rage deſpis'd his wiles, 
Stopt and detected his inſidious guiles; 


With truth's ſtrong weapons forc'd him to ſubmit, 
0 
And his deſpotic fav'rite plan to quit. 


Nor ſo Brorus, who his cauſe ſupports, 
Flatters his maſter and his favour courts: 
How little notic'd by the liſt'ning throng, 
Who talks ſo loudly and who talks ſo long; 
In vain he labours to defend his plan, 
Hiſs'd and derided by each honeſt man. 
At length (with pious Richaxp) learns the grace 


Among ſuch men no more to ſhew his face. 
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Tur conduct, Seevs, was memorably juſt, 
Friend to the poor, and faithful to thy truſt: *. 
Goodneſs of heart is thine, beſt gift of heav'n, 5 
And tho” no ſcience, fairly worth the ſeven.” * 


- * * 7 _ * 5 
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Bur after all the firafe of bellowing lungs, 
The haſh of nonſenſe, din of: warring: tongues; 
When RozexT had perpetual leaſe procur'd, 


And gainſt perpetual preſident fecui d, 1 . 


See (T aLzoT's maxim) their beſt friend rejedted, 
And his important fervices neglected... 
Now diſcord, folly, and confuſion reigns, 
Now Tarzor's ſpirit flews thro? all their veins. _ _ | 
Var. with a down-caſt eye and viſage foul, . 
Dark, ſour, and gloomy, like his canker d foul; | 
Which fits at ſquat, nor peeps from out her hole. 
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He ſeventeen years ago ſo wildly ſteer'd, 


By his own printed oath a knave appear d. 

Bleſt manager! yet now with front of braſs, 
Would make his crude and jumbled notions paſs. 
Well may all ſchemes by ſuch a hand and head, 
Sink into ruin and confuſion ſpread. 


TaLzor ſuch tools beholds, with fierce diſdain 
Surveys them flound'ring, but they trive in vain. 
Now is the time his hell-born arts to ſhew, 3 
Quaſh the whole ſcheme and plunge the poor in woe; 
The promis'd * leaſe with-holds, and doth refuſe 
The leaſt ſupply of water for their uſe: | 
Mocks their weak rage, foments their wrangling brawls; 
The ſcheme forever to deſtruction falls. 


— — 


* Of additional ground, that was ſolemnly promiſed to the Town in common-- 
hall aſſembled. 


24 Let 


L # ] 


Ler us, my LeLivs, leave this plunder'd town, 
To mark his ſulph'rous track the country round; 
Wide waſting ruin, ghaſtly havoc, ſpreads 

On whom he deals with and where e'er he treads. 


To thee, curſt TALZOr, are theſe lines addreſt, 
To rive thy heart, and ſhake thy marble breaſt; 
| With ſtrict regard to truth, the Muſe preſents 
Thy deeds pernicious and their conſequence. 


Tre is the art unnumber'd woes to bring, 
From the hard hand the paltry traſh to wring ; 
Oppreſs the poor, of griefs to {well their flood, 
To grind their quiv'ring fleſh, and churn their blood. 
What crouds of tearful widows, what a train 
Of ſtarving orphans mournfully complain! 
Thouſands 
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Thouſands of families who once could get, 


And hard earn'd morſels, unreluctant eat; 

Of antient tenants the induſtrious race, 

Strongly attach'd to their forefathers' place, 

Who juſt to live and pay their lord made ſhift, 
Now thy unfeeling heart can turn adrift. 

What are the crimes that to their charge you lay ? 


Fines you demand, and fines they cannot pay. 
Some indeed borrow, but ſeverely rue, 
Finding their griefs and apprehenſions true. 
Others, by hundreds, to a diſtant ſhore 

Are ſold for ſlaves, and never heard of more: 


While others beg, who better fate deſerve ; 


Some learn to ſteal, and numbers daily ſtarve. 


Bur learn, my LELivs, the deteſted plan, 


On which proceeded this infernal man: 
D 4 
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An Engliſh farmer firſt theſe lands ſurvey'd, 

And eſtimate at their full value made; 

This Talzor doubles, theſe the terms decreed, - | 
From which no motives bend him to tecede. 


To crown the whole, each muſt his farm reſign, 


Or tender down a moſt enormous fine; 
Ejects th' old helpleſs tenants, and applies 
To money'd men who with to realize: 

None but the wealthy can his audience win, 


For want of money is a mortal ſin.“ 


tRaeacious Taieor, dead to other's weal, 
Curſt with a callous heart which cannot feel. 
Well may thy vicious foul, whene' er you go, 
Shed darker horror o'er the ſhades below: 


——_ 
—_ 


+ He boaſted that he had raiſed the value of the eſtate from 17,500]. to 35,000), 
per ann. and received 2c0,000], in fines, beſides his own fees, &c. to the amount 
of 23, oool. more. 


Aſtoniſht 


L ] 
Aftoniſht fiends will bluſh, and crouding run 


To view the man that has themſelves outdone; et 
Ev'n yawning hell, that op'd her jaws too late, : 
Trembles beneath ſuch guilt's unuſual weight. 


LE FEST SEV. 
LAME not the Lay, when in immortal verſe 
One fool hitcht up his brother fool's deters: 
Villains and fools alone the Satyr claim, 
Strung up and dangling in eternal ſhame. 

Yet doth the Muſe intrinſic worth befriend, 

Ready to praiſe and panting to commend; 

Extols with rapture and with joy approves, 

And finds in Purdy's Burn a man ſhe loves. | 
E 
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[ 34 ] 


Bur when the filthieſt of a filthy age, 
Demands her ſopg, ſhe calls up all her rage; 
Cloth'd in her terrors, makes a TALBOT howl, 
In ſmoking wrath her ratt'ling thunders rowl, 
And hurls her vengeance on his naked ſoul : 
See ſtrip d, derided, laſh'd, and blaſted then 
The worſt of villains mongſt the worſt of men: 
Promethean vultures ſhall for ever gnaw 


The bowels of this outcaſt of the law. 


— 


— 


Exouch of Tatzor. Who is that ſo proud, 
Snuffs the vile incenſe of a fawning croudꝰ 
Where Thomas, Wapper, Gronce, and Srrwan r join'd, 
STEPHEN and Jon, all ſo well inclin'd, 
With cringing parſons, wha ſo glad to greet 
Unmeaning ſmiles, would ſtoop and lick. his feet; 


By 


[ 3s ] 
By theſe, and ſuch as theſe, alone ador'd 
That thing is no ſmall fool, that thing's a lord; 
Has juſt as much low cunning, as ſupplies 
In mighty fools the place of being wiſe; 4 
Yet will, if teaz'd by Amazonian punk, PS = 
With his own butler like à lord be drunk. . 


Or every folly, every vice poſſeſt, * '' | 3 


Without one gleam of virtue in his breaſt; 


Where no regard to promiſes may dwell, a 
As BinxIE thou and hundreds more can tell. 1 9791 
Who knew no uſe for half his former ſtore, 
Yet, when that's doubled; thirſts as much fo? more. 


Rapine, oppreſſion, and extortion affe 
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His only ſciences, his only care; | 7 
Nor ſtops in ſpite of all the laws of Gd. 
At ay artifice or bare-fac'd fraud: 

E 2 
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[ 36 J 


Lewis and Lunrono, each unſullied name, 


Bright in the records of the cleareſt fame, 


Have felt th' effects of doth; how low the art, 
The firſt can tell, of his deceitful heart; - | 
How mean the wiles, how often broke the word 
And ſolemn promiſe of this flimſy lord. | 


How long did t'other ſtand aghaſt to ſee 
Such tricks to cheat him of his property: 
Till noble Voaxx oblig d him to ſubmit, 
Forc'd to be honeſt and his claim to quit. 


Exams, LxLrus, of this kind to quote, 


Night of Beorus tire the brazen throat, . 


So numerous are they, but let theſe ſuffice, 
To brand this lump of nonſenſe, fraud, and lies. 


- 


LN I 
Sour. of his tenants ſtill remain that feel 
Their wrongs, and can reſent with hearts of ſteel; 


Bravely reſolv'd, in mutual leagues unite, 

To keep poſſeſſion and ſupport their right: 
Ready their tribute to their lord to pay, 

But not to thoſe who ſnatch'd their farms away. 


Txroors to ſubdue thoſe noble Hearts employ'd, 
Shewn with what eaſe they might have. been deſtroy'd, 
Glad to depart, are civilly diſmiſt. 

Oh! may they ſteadfaſt in the cauſe perſiſt; 

Nor tamely yield to fear, - or' ſtoop to power 

That would their ſubſtance, ſelves, and babes devour. 
If aw'd by what the giddy world calls great, 

May grave Marrzax their ſuns inoculate. 
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We. did ye frame, + Dunbrody's gallant ſons, 

A decent engine, yhich for Tabor groans; . 

Two rampant poſts, one couchant, with rape prada, 
Reſolv'd to fix that worſt of rogues at end on't: 
Warn'd by ſome wretch,:he fled, and 'icap'd once more 
The deſtin'd fate ſo nearly miſs d before. 


Now leave this tordling, ſhrunk in abject fears, 
From his vile face to wipe the fealding tears; 
From pity in the tend'reft hearts exempt, 
Object of laughter, hatred, and contempt. 
When in the tomb his lbathſome corpſe ſhall rot, 
By none lamented, and by all forgot, 
Yet ſhall the mem'ry of his horrid crunes 
Live in theſe lines, and ſtink thro? endleſs times. 


3 . 8 — 8 
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F In the county of Wexford; 


JosrLy ta draw, th' impartial Muſe intends, - 
The pouttrait of her foes and of her Friends. 
Here groups of fools and kna ves expos'd to view, 3 
There the wild wand'rings of the virtuous few; © 1 
With gent 'leſt touches, will her taflc perform, 
Praiſe where ſhe can and laſh but to reform: - 


Wur doth not Oxeuzvs of * Arottron fing 
Bruſh the ſweet lyre and ſtrike the quiv'ring ſtring # 
His gentle numbers ſooth the lift ning car, 
His tuneful ſtrains ew'n fiends relenting hear: WO 
Oxrenevs, who of his follies only vain, 
Laughs at all notions of the valgar traing | 
Fool, with more wit than half mankind * 
And the leaſt ſelfiſn of the human race. 


* CxakLies HENRY TALZOr, Eſq, 


_ 
ws 7 A 
a ” q oy l 
. E SY .v * 
E 4 Dear ' = 
— — 1 i 4 , * 
+ 


Dear as my ſoul, my Lttivs, and my friend, 
Whom to ſee happy all my wiſhes tend ; 
With all that's amiable, accompliſht youth, 
With taſte refin'd and ardent love for truth: 
With all the virtues and the graces join'd, 

A feeling heart and an unſpotted mind, 

And bleſt with whatſoe er can merit praiſe, 
Vet ev'n in thee a fault the Muſe ſurveys 
Too doubtful art thou of the powers poſſeſt, 


Thoſe mighty powers that lodge within thy breaſt ; 
Too humble diffidence and modeſt fear 


Obſcure thoſe virtues which ſhould ſhine ſo clear 
No longer timid, learn the noble art 


Of bold aſſurance and thy powers exert, 
Nor hide thoſe talents which diſplay'd wou'd claim, 
Love, praiſe and honor, and immortal fame. 
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